The comicatl Bfilme of 

the twinkling. Exit Clorme, 

r Eajf. I pray thee good Leonardo thinke on this, 

Thcfe things being bought and orderly bcftowcd 

Eeturnc in haft, for I doe feaft to night \ 

My bcft eftecind acquaintance, hie thee goe, 

Leon. My beft endeuours (hall be done hserein, Exit Leonardo 
Enter Gramm. 

Grati. Where's your Maiftcr. 

Leonar. Yonder fir he walked 
Grati. Signior 'Bajjhuo. 
r Ba(f. Cjratittno. 

Gra. lhauefutetpyou. 

Tlaff. Youhaueobtaindit. 

Gra. You muft not deny me, I mu(f goe with you to Belmont. 

- Bajf. Why then you muft but hcare thee Cjratiam, 

Thou art to wild, to rude, and bold of voyce, 

_ j?arts that become thee hippily enough, 

Arid indticb eyes as ours appcarc not faults 

But where thou art not fcnownc $ why there they fhow 

Sotnthing too liberal), pray thee take paine 

To allay with fome cold drops of modeftie 

Thy skipping fpirit, leaft through thy wild behauiour 

7 be mifconftVed in the place 1 goe to, 

And loofc my hopes. 

Gra. Signor Bajfanio, hcare me, 

Yfl doc not put on a lobcr habite, 

Talke with rclpcift, anti fwtrarc but now and than, 

Weare prayer bookes in my pocket, looke demurely, 

Nay more^whilc grace is faying hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and figh and lay amen f 
V fc all the obferuance of ciuillity 
Like one well ftudied in a fad oftent 
To pleafe his Grandam, ncuer truft me more. 

fS£ajjjj| Well, we fhall fee your beating. 

, Gra, Nay but I barre to night, you fhall not gage me 
By what we doe to night. 

No that were pitty, 

Ivveuld 


Exeunt. 


the Merchant of Venice, 

l would intreate you rather to put on , 

Your bolded fute of mirth, for wchaue friends 
That purpofe merriment : but far you well, 

Ihauefomebufines. _ 

gra. And I muft to Lorenfo and the rcit, 

But wc will vifitc you at fupper time. 

Enter Ieftica and the Clornte. 

JcJJica. I am forty thou wilt leaue my Father fo. 

Our houfe is hell, and thou a merry deuili 
Didll rob it of fome taft of tedioufnes, 

But far thee well, there is a ducat for thee, 1 
And Lamcelet, foone at fupper fhalt thou fee 
Lorenjii who is thy new Maifters gueft, 

Giue him this Letter, doe it fecrctly, 

And fo farwcll : I would not haue my Father 
Sec me in talke with thee. s 

Qlownc. Adicw, tearcs exhibitmy tongue, mod beautifull Pa- 
gan, moft fwcete Icwe, ifaChriftian doe not play the knaue and 
get thee, /am much deceaucd > but adiew,thefe foolilh drops doe 
fomthing drownc my manly fpirit : adiew. 

'fejfica.- Farwcll good Launcelet. 

Alack, what heynousfinne is it in me 
To be afhamed to be my Fathers child. 

But though / am a daughter to his blood \ 

5 am not to his manners : 6 Lorenfo 
Yfthoukeepe promile / fhall end this ftrife, 

Become a Chriftian and thy louing wife. Exit. 

Enter (jratiano, Lorenfo , Salaryno, and S alamo . 

I oren. Nay, we will flinke away in fupper timej 
Difguife vs at my lodging, and returne all in an hourc. 
gratia. Wc haue not made good preparation. 

Salari. Wchaue not fpokevs yet of Torch-bearers, 

S olariio. Tis vile vnlelTe it may be quaintly ordered. 

And betterin my minde not vndertookc. 

Loren. Tis now but foure of docke, wc haue two hourcs 


•#: v 


T© 



